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p .  s  .  procuniar  
Men are  unmasked when they s leep,  
For  men are  then l i t t le  boys.  
The l ids  drop over  their  eyes  and 
Suddenly they are  defenseless ,  
Beckoning a  mother 's  watchfulness .  
Wiped from their  faces  are  the 
Creases  carved by civi l izat ion.  
Withdrawn from their  hands are  
The ski l ls  of  survival  .  
Exposed,  barefaced,  are  the 
Gent leness  and meekness  of  humanity.  
My l i t t le  boys,  res t  long and easy 
Whils t  thou can,  whils t  thou can.  
ME 
m.  niver  
Me is  a  combinat ion of  environment  and heredi ty  
In form,  thought ,  and feel ing.  
Every Me should be opened to  learn and mellow 
In form,  thought ,  and feel ing.  
When any element  would destroy Me 
In form,  thought ,  and feel ing,  
Me must  c lose if  Me would keep his  ident i ty  
Inform,  thought ,  and feel ing.  
four 
SHADES OF GREEN 
robert  f inton 
Just  terry c loth l inen 
And l imeston r ings 
With set t ings of  copper  
Three shades of  green .  
Old greenhouses  now are  
I l l -paned with s la te ,  
And l ives  that  once f lourished 
in  f lowered form 
Now wither  and per ish 
By threes  and tens ,  
By twelves  - -  and al l ' s  now! 
So death is  done,  
1 heard one old seer  
Who's  s t i l l  a l ive 
Spew, "  'Twern ' t  of  no matter ;  
They 'd  s t i l l -a  died 
If  we 'd  kept  the winders  
Where s la te  now is :  
Ol '  Sol  a in ' t  too br ight  now, 
So what 's  the  use?" 
Just  terry c loth l inen 
And l imestone r ings 
With set t ings of  copper  
Three shades of  green,  
five 
THE ATHEIST 
s tan thompson 
A smokestack— 
Spewing from i ts  hol low soul  
A black,  f i lmy cloak which can 
Curtain every c lean window on the s t reet .  
A deadend—-
Invi t ing i ts  t ravelers  to  
Fol low between wide and pronounced curbs 
Yet ,  leading nowhere but  to  a  sudden blockage.  
A shadow-— 
Having a t  present  a  grey 
Outl ine,  looking skept ical ly  toward 
A t ime when al l  the  l ights  wil l  be  switched on,  
A renegade-
Using his  crazed and solo 
Antics  wildly to  destroy,  revol t ing against  
A rewarding pat tern which to  him has  been unat ta inable .  
A banis ter-
Standing as  an aid to  those 
Who wish to  progress  upward;  i t  leads only 
Downward when the cl imber  makes a  s l ight  misjudgment .  
A furnace— 
Heat ing i tself  to  a  red blaze,  
Then using i ts  hot  a i r  blower in  an 
Attempt  to  scorch the creatures  l iving above,  
A dictator— 
Believing that  he is  the  
Alpha and Omega,  needing help from 
No source and giving nothing of  any real  value.  
THE ROLLER COASTER RIDE 
bi l l  downs 
As I s tood on the platform,  next  in  l ine for  the rol ler  coaster  r ide,  
I fe l t  the  r ickety s t ructure  shake each t ime a  coaster  wheel  c l icked 
over  a  joint  in  the t rack.  I fe l t  my blood throb in my ears ,  my hear t  
beat  against  my chest ,  and my s tomach play tag with my small  in­
tes t ine.  By the t ime a  car  f inal ly  rol led toa stop before  me,  my hands 
were wet  from perspirat ion,  and I was in  no shape for  the coming or­
deal  .  But  before  I knew what  was happening,  I was s t rapped in  that  
cold l i t t le  box.  The motor  whined,  the chain kicked into place,  and 
I was jerked back into the seat .  I gr ipped the bar  in  f ront  of  me and 
squeezed unt i l  I fe l t  the  metal  ooze between my f ingers .  I pushed on 
the f loorboard unt i l  my feet  almost  went  through .  Each t ime I swooped 
down an incl ine or  whizzed around a  curve,  I was tossed about  l ike a  
boat  on a  windy sea.  After  what  seemed l ike an eterni ty ,  my f i rs t  
rol ler  coaster  r ide was over .  With knees s t i l l  shaking,  I looked the 
monster  in  the  eye and said,  "You're  nothing."  
seven 
THE MEN OF NOW 
james robertson 
Before,  man wrote  a  t r i logy of  hate  and death and love;  
Before,  man played the falcon,  the vul ture ,  and the dove.  
But  now,  the falcon cowers ,  the  dove s lays  in  the night ;  
The vul ture 's  robes are  scar le t  and bear  a  cross  of  whi te .  
For  now, man seeks the virgin 's  l ips ,  but  gr ips  the har lot ' s  hand;  
He pawns the dust  for  gold,  yet  sel ls  his  soul  for  sand.  
In sorrow,  is  h is  laughter  born;  in  joy he f inds his  tears ,  
And at  his  fa ther 's  foot ,  he  scoffs  the  wisdom of  the  years .  
In s ingle  breath is  God denied,  then blasphemed al l  the  same;  
Now, good and bad,  both war  and peace-—alI  bear  the common name.  
Man learns  to  love the thing he loathes ,  would and should disdain,  
And comes to  pr ize  upon his  brow the burning mark of  Cain .  
eight 
"BE EUPHUES,  O MY 
fred sander l in  
Be Euphues ,  O my Sou!!  
Speak what  could  be—not  what  i s— 
Let  t ru th  shine  beaut i fu l—not  as  i t  i s .  
Show me an ideal ,  
But  do  not  lead me to  i t ,  
For  see ing is  not  be l ieving.  
Bel ieving is  see ing,  
Touching,  tas t ing ,  smel l ing—• 
Life  i s  def in i te  and immedia te .  
There  is  no  fu ture ,  
Only  a  pas t ,  
A pas t  to  lead the  present .  
THE ANT 
bonnie  garard 
O l i t t le  ant ,  
Why haven ' t  I seen you 
before ,  
Scurrying and busy? 
Have my eyes been bl ind al l  
th is  t ime,  
Or have I been so intent  on 
the big things in  I i fe  
That  I have neglected the 
common everyday things? 
Are there  other  creatures  
that  |  have overlooked? 
The f lut ter ing but terf ly? 
the coy ladybug? 
Or has my s in  been greater?  
Is  there  a  lonely one of  my 
own kind 
Whom I have not  befr iended 
Or even ta lked to? 




They read the br ight  sky 
and on the east  
beheld celest ia l  change:  
the new star  
f looding the f i rmament  
with s t range,  
compel l ing br i l l iance 
sent  them hurrying 
to  their  ancient  scrol ls  
for  s igns or  portents  
of  i ts  promise.  
Others  saw 
and shrugged indifferent ly .  
Only the three were moved to  act  
upon i ts  charge.  
Laden with rare  t reasures  
for  the infant  King,  
they lef t  the  safe  c i rc le  
of  convent ion 
and took the rugged road 
that  wound i ts  way 
to  Bethlehem and immortal i ty .  
Dust  of  the  ages now, 
and dust  
the  frankincense and myrrh;  
the  gold long s ince 
hammered into coin.  
And yet ,  the three,  
each with his  pr ivate  hear t ,  
but  one in quest  of  t ruth,  
are  ever  symbols  of  
man's  pi lgr image to  God.  
eleven 
DRAWN TO THE WINDOW 
p.  s .  procuniar  
Snow was  fa l l ing:  f lake  by f lake ,  
Fol lowing one  another  down,  
Now and then blown in  sheets ,  
Then fa l l ing  evenly ,  s lowly,  
Fal l ing .  
The blades  of  grass  formed deep wel ls ;  
Soon the  wel  I s  were  f  i  11 ed  .  
The curbs  formed a  broad path;  
Soon the  path  was  f i l led .  
One f lake ,  fo l lowed by one f lake ,  
Slowly fo l lowed by another  f lake ,  
Fal l ing ,  s lowly fa l l ing ,  f lake  af ter  f lake .  
I see  mysel f ,  mot ionless ly  s i t t ing  in  the  
Fal l ing  snow.  I s i t .  Snow fa l Is ,  
On my legs ,  my arms,  my lap .  
Soon I am a  whi te  woman,  a l l  whi te .  
Soon I am a  color less  abutment  
Ris ing f rom the  snowbank.  
Soon I am a  nothing,  a l l  covered wi th  snow.  
Soon I am a  nothing.  
twelve 
A SAD SYMPHONY 
gai l  of te  
The baby wai led,  
The hammer c langed;  
The chi ld  grew,  
The s t ructure  rose;  
The old man mumbled,  
The bui lding crumbled.  
To l ive is  only to  breathe-
To die  is  merely to  lose one 's  breath.  
EPIPSYCHIDION 
gai l  of te  
I would take from his  loins  the seed of  a  chi ld  
To perpetuate  the love song of  a l l  mankind.  
I would with him become one — to his  herculean body joined 
To make love 's  a l loy — immutable  and divine.  
I would inter- twine his  soul  with mine 
To make of  the  ar id  deser ts ,  one eternal  sea 
Of 
Living,  





sandy humble  
I th ink of  home today 
And wonder  how the  spr ing wi l l  come.  
Wil l  i t  come as  las t  year  when the  snow fe l l  sof t  and l ight  
And then,  as  through the  dark  comes n ight ,  
Came that  f i rs t  brea th  of  morning wind,  
And on the  a i r  the  dove sang s t i l l  of  b lossoms whi te?  
I d ream and know that  i t  wi l l  come,  
Come even in  a  way that  far  outweighs  the  beauty  
Of  the  las t  spr ing .  
I ' l l  not  be  home,  
But  I  wi l l  dream and s igh in  th is  gray p lace ,  
And in  my thoughts  wi l l  l ive  the  spr ing that  is  my own .  
Oh,  l i lacs ,  perfume,  near  the  crumbl  ing  wal l ,  
The sunny,  shining faces  of  the  daffodi l ;  
My hai r  i s  touseled  by a  tuf t  of  breeze ,  
And everything 's  a  miracle .  
I th ink of  home today 
And wonder  how the  spr ing wi l l  come.  
fourteen 
Chickens Richard Newton 
Pole  Vaul t  Kenneth  Mosley 
Teddy Marr  "Le Crepuscule"  





THIN STRIP OF LIFE 
p .  s .  procuniar  
Occasional ly  we stand s t i l l  and f ind 
We are  tot ter ing on a  thin t ight  rope 
Stretched from our  ancestors  to  our  poster i ty .  
Above and below stretch the 
Eons of  t ime before  and yet  to  come.  
There is  no horizon,  just  a  rope and us .  
But  we connot  s tand there  long,  
We must  hurry on.  
There is  a  job to  do,  a  bed to  make,  
A tear  to  wipe away.  
So we look a t  only ourselves  
And the people  around us ,  
Ignoring the unknown .  
Then the one ahead of  us  s l ips  and 
Suddenly we are  again aware of  the  chasm. 
But  soon we are  back,  f ight ing on .  
Then i t  is  we who s l ip .  
fifteen 
INSECURITY 
harr ie t  weber  
I saw a  puppy ,  
"Only f ive weeks old" ,  the mistress  sa id .  
A brown and white  dappled spaniel  bal l  ski t ter ing across  the 
newly waxed f loor .  
One l i t t le  leg s l id  out  a t  an awkward angle  as  he skidded around the 
corner ,  
I laughed!  
He made a  cute ,  c lumsy about-face as  he wiggled his  ta i l  and 
yipped a  happy yip!  
He smiled.  
Oh!  My hands reached out  natural ly  to  touch his  sof t  wiggly body;  
But  I  jus t  had to  l i f t  h im,  cur l  him against  me,  hold him. ,  
Squeals  of  del ight  were soon to  come— 
Oh! The happiness  of  a  warm puppy!  
Then I saw his  eyes;  
A deep green blue they were,  
Unusual ,  
Pret ty ,  
Velvet .  
Then I saw the lonel iness ,  
So deep.  
Only eyes could reveal  lonel iness;  
All  e lse  could hide lonel iness ,  
Not  eyes .  
sixteen 
ON READING THE ILIAD 
sandra  humble  
What  l i fe  would  I choose  -
If  Fa te  had not  a l ready la id  a  path  
Where  I must  walk  wi thout  a  second s ight ;  
For  a l l  has  been determined long before  
My soul  appeared upon th is  s inking shore .  
Which path  would  I t read -
If  I were  f ree  to  make a  choice  in  l i fe  
Within  the  knowledge of  my morta l  mind,  
And what  dear  fancies  would  I t ake  
To quench th is  mercenary  th i rs t  of  mine .  
Now this  l i fe  i s  mine  -
If  Fa te  has  chosen thus  today 
For  my own good or  for  defeat  
I  sha l l  not  quai l ;  for  a l l  tha t  l ies  in  Fate  or  Dest iny 
Is  but  the  s i lent  working of  my character .  
THE NEW AGE 
sandra humble 
The bir th  of  a  new age has come 
And with the age,  the new mind of  man— 
And the death of  God;  
Man thinks and knows and understands,  
A creature  of  his  own wil l ,  
Without  a  creator ,  without  a  beginning.  
How magnif icent  is  th is  new mind,  
The t rue concept  of  a  beginning and a  l i fe  
Where psyche is  the  king and Reasoning is  law.  
How wonderful  the  mighty way in which this  age 
Has found the key .  
But  where is  Death? 
St i l l  lurking,  s inging,  on the fence=— 
Cal l ing to  the new age,  the new thought ,  the  new man 





My roommate must  have just  lef t  for  church;  I could s t i l l  smel l  
the  Old Spice in  the  a i r ,  I sa t  down at  my desk t rying to  think of  
something to  do.  Out  in  the hal l  somebody was yel l ing to  someone 
else  to  hurry up or  they 'd  be la te  for  church.  Not  many guys on my 
f loor  go to  church on Sunday night—that  is  unless  i t ' s  the  Sunday af ter  
revival  week.  They ' re  a lways te l l ing us to  go to  church.  
I peeled the orange I had saved from breakfast  and a te  i t  s lowly.  
I th ink an orange is  the  messiest  th ing to  eat ;  i t  gets  under  your  f ingers  
when you peel  i t ,  and the juice dr ips  over  everything when you eat  i t .  
I used to  go to  Sunday night  church just  about  every week;  people  
think you ' re  s l ipping if  you don ' t .  I s t i l l  go once in  a  while  with the 
guys and s i t  in  the  balcony where we can see everyone.  The song-
leader  gets  up and begins  the service with a  hymn or  two.  Right  in  the 
middle  he always says we ' re  supposed to  be happy when we s ing these 
hymns;  so everybody smiles  during the next  verse .  The pastor  preaches 
af ter  a l l  the  prel iminaries .  He 's  a  real  n ice  guy and looks just  l ike  
the type of  man that  you would think would be a  minis ter .  But  when 
he begins  to  preach I a lways disagree with the things he says.  He 's  
supposed to  be an Armenian and I 'm a  Calvinis t ,  or  is  i t  the  other  way 
around? I never  can keep i t  s t ra ight .  Anyway I l ike  to  watch the 
people  down below.  
nineteen 
I t  was get t ing dark out ;  so I c losed the drapes.  They do a  pret ty  
good job of  keeping the cold out .  The Bible  s tudy we had.had before  
supper  came to  my mind again and I thought  about  i t  for  a  while .  I 
a lways fel t  good af ter  going to  them. No one ever  said anything pro­
found;  we just  got  together  and said what  we thought .  The coffee pot  
was just  beginning to  perk and the aroma soon smothered the smell  of  
the  orange peels  in  the wastebasket .  The coffee tas ted good with the 
sandwich I had saved from supper .  I t  was just  ham and cheese with 
pickles  but  I was hungry and i t  sure  tas ted good.  
I began to  read a  book that  I was half  way through.  I t  was about  
some fel low who lost  his  sense of  values  and ended up by ki l l ing him­
self  in  Long Is land Sound.  I t ' s  funny,  on T.V.  the bad guys turn good 
and in the books the good guys turn bad.  
I sure  was glad I had put  lots  of  pickles  in  my sandwich,  i t  sure  
was dry .  
Some of  the  guys were just  coming back from church.  I guess  
church had been good that  night ;  they spent  ten minutes  out  in  the hal l  
ta lking about  their  dates .  I d idn ' t  bother  to  l is ten;  the  book I was 
reading was more interest ing.  Pouring another  cup of  coffee I remem­
bered the piece of  s t rawberry pie  in  the closet .  As I a te  the pie  I 
thought  to  myself  that  someday I was going to  bake a  strawberry pie  
a n d  p u t  s o m e  s t r a w b e r r i e s  i n  i t .  
twenty 
LUCKY GOLD 
t im anderson 
(al ternate  keys of  E and D) 
1 .  When 1 was just  a  wee small  lad 
Me mother  said to  me 
Come here  and s i t  upon my knee 
And l is ten what  I te l l  ye  
• 1 te l l  ye  
There is  a  land that ' s  west  o '  here  
That ' s  ful l  o 1  things to  see 
Your fa ther  went  there  long ago 
And here  is  what  he told me 
-—he told me 
2 .  Now many years  have passed s ince then 
I 've  rambled young and free 
I found the land she spoke of  
When she told that  ta le  to  me 
—tale  to me 
There is  a  land that ' s  west  o '  here  
That ' s  ful l  o '  things to  see 
I ' l l  te l l  you of  that  dis tant  place 
So l is ten c lose to  me 
-—close to  me 
chorus:  
Out  there  the grass  is  greener  
And the mountains  touch the sky 
The t rees  are  near ly  thr ice  as  big 
I 'm te l l in '  you no l ie  
That  is  a  land for  big ta l l  men 
Strong men who are  bold 
A man can f ind his  f reedom there  
And if  he 's  lucky,  gold 
twenty one 
OUTCAST 
rosemary hover  
Unworthy,  undeserving 1 of  p i ty  
Or of  a  word of  kindness .  
I t  was not  my r ight  
To walk with f r iends.  
But  bowed head,  aver ted eyes,  
Steps taken where no one else  wished to  walk 
Were the crosses  I knew.  
Disdain,  contempt ,  loathing were my companions.  
Those who before  had deemed 
My fr iendship precious 
Now passed by on the other  s ide;  
And those detested by my society 
Now cal led me one of  their  c i rc le .  
Miserable  wretch I;  
Loved by those I scorned,  
Shunned by those for  whom I longed.  
For  I was unclean,  unpardoned,  outcast .  
Unjust ly  so,  ' t i s  t rue,  
But  accused,  condemned by uncaring 
Self-r ighteousness .  
twenty two 
"JERRY" 
V ir g in ia  doctor  
The boy sat  there  quiet ly ,  doing nothing,  while  others  around him 
were wri t ing busi ly .  He s tared a t  the card in  his  hands,  his  dark eyes 
a  mystery.  Final ly ,  he  picked up a  penci l  and began pr int ing some­
thing s lowly and painstakingly.  After  a  long minute ,  he  s topped,  and 
again his  Idleness  was in  contrast  to  his  c lassmates '  act ivi ty .  
The card was a  very s imple form real ly .  I t  asked for  the s tudent 's  
name,  his  parents '  names,  his  home address ,  phone number and class  
schedule .  I t  was to  be f i led in  the school  off ice  for  quick locat ion of  
the  s tudent  in  case of  an emergency.  
At  las t  the  boy raised his  hand,  and I walked over  to  his  desk and 
glanced at  his  card.  On the top l ine was pr inted in  uneven le t ters ,  
Jerry Oaks.  The remainder  of  the  form was s t i l l  b lank.  
"What  is  i t?"  I asked.  
"Teacher ,"  he said s lowly,  indicat ing the next  l ine,  "how do you 
spel l  Wil l iam?" The dark eyes  were t roubled and s incere .  I spel led 
the name s lowly,  pausing af ter  each le t ter  as  he careful ly  pr inted i t .  
Then he wrote  the surname Oaks af ter  his  fa ther 's  name,  and moved 
his  penci l  to  the next  l ine.  
"Where do you l ive,  Jerry?" I asked quiet ly .  
"Across  the s t reet  f rom the f i re  s ta t ion."  
"What  is  the  address?"  
His  face was a  blank,  the dark eyes were puzzled,  and I could te l l  
he  did not  know. He was a  ninth grader .  I wanted to  put  my arms a-
round him and te l l  him not  to  worry about  anything.  
Instead,  I turned and walked br iskly up to  my desk to  look up his  
address ,  my high heels  c l icking impersonal ly  on the smooth,  pol ished 
f loor .  
twenty three 
THE SHADOW HOUR 
sandra humble 
Folding down on s t reets  and roof  tops,  
Scat tered on the lawn so far ,  
Si lent ly  in  ta l l  dark columns,  
Comes again the shadow hour .  
Long and f lowing l ike dark raiments ,  
Come to  garb the land of  l ight ,  
Spread the ever  changing shadows 
Now before the dark of  n ight .  
How I l ive  to  roam at  evening,  
Now before the cool  sundown,  
Cross  the ever  lengthening shadows,  
Lying o 'er  the dewy ground.  
For  i t ' s  now the hear t  grows calmer,  
In the  quiet  of  the  day;  
Peace and rest  encircle  round me,  
While  the shadows take their  sway.  
I ' l l  awai t  this  t ime each evening,  
Watching for  this  unseen power;  
Thus I ' l l  f ind a  calm retreat ing,  




Morning is  a  sun s tepping over  the horizon and pushing out  long 
shadows.  Morning is  a  rabbi t  squat t ing in a  garden and the neighbor­
hood mascot  barking a t  the milkman .  Morning is  waking upand smil ing.  
He made me cry.  I wanted to  hurt  him,  
but  he was too big.  His  hair  was 
orange and I hated him.  Why not  s t re tch 
out  on the grass  and s leep? 
Afternoon is  the  sun a t  the top of  my world.  Afternoon is  warm 
air ,  grass ,  and longing;  and is  a  pond and a  wi I low t ree  with long 
branches searching over  r ipples .  
I t  was Sadak in  search of  the  waters  of  
obl ivion.  He was cl  inging to  a  rock .  
He was red,  bloody,  weeping.  
The corner  of  the  picture  is  whi te .  
The rest  is  b lack.  Tear  i t  up.  I t  
hur ts  me.  
Evening is  the  half- l i t  form of  a  gir l  walking on the r im of  a  hi l l  .  
Evening is  leaning against  the  fence,  watching t ra ins  s top.  
Night  is  Chicago with i ts  wal ls  pushing into the blue-black sky.  
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Night  is  a  dimly l i t  res taurant ;  and a  dark-haired gir l .  Night  is  a  
walk around the block -  alone.  
Have you ever  been lost  in  a  t ragic  sense -  lost  to  yourself .  Funny 
how well  I  know my weaknesses  and how they form a  forest  around me.  
I know every t ree ,  but  how the ear th  do I get  out  of  th is  wilderness .  
Pardon me while  I recl ine here  and meditate .  Nothing but  black 
colors  in  there .  How many shades of  dark black? Black pincers  dar t ­
ing through black sky,  r ipping apart  black lostness  and making i t  
b leed.  
Tonight ,  night  is  a  dul l  moon pushing my head down and making 
my eyes look a t  the s idewalk.  Night  is  a  thousand pounds of  hel l  
squeezing my forehead,  pressing i t  f la t .  
Funny how exhaust ion screams "ESCAPE." 
I 'm coming.  
At  midnight  the  squat ty  brown t ree  is  pressed against  a  moonli t  
hor izon.  The branches reach everywhere.  Stars  take their  places .  
Why does the sky bleed and the s tars  burst?  Why does the moon get  
s ick? The t ree  burst  in to  f lames? 
Red sky,  orange bursts  of  l ight ,  grey moon •— is  th is  beyond God? 
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CITY ON THE BANK 
dot tye hess  
The grey-misted waters  meet  a  clouded sky,  and one never  knows 
where l ies  the l ine that  divides  water  and a i r .  They blend together  
unt i l  the  two are  one,  and then there  is  nothing more. .  .only eterni ty .  
A jagged shorel ine pushes i ts  spiny f ingers  out  into this  s i lent  vastness  
as  i f  to  grope i ts  way bl indly into the smoky depths  of  lake and sky.  
But  they blend together  unt i l  the  two are  one,  and then there  is  noth­
ing more. .  .only e terni ty .  
People ,  ant- l ike,  hurry about  below me with a  cold,  impersonal  a i r .  
They seem to  be unaware of  death;  they are  too concerned with l i fe ,  
however  unhappy i t  may be.  Do they not  know that  l i fe  and death 
blend together  unt i l  the  two are  one,  and then there  is  nothing more 
. .  .only e terni ty? 
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NIGHT PIECE 
nathan houser  
I  ro l led  over  a  thousand t imes  t ry ing to  f ind a  posi t ion  tha t  was  
comfor table ,  but  1 jus t  could  not  s leep.  What  a  calm night!  The 
chi rping of  c r ickets  sounded l ike  a  f ive-hundred p iece  band,  and the  
hum of  a  mosqui to  tha t  cont inual ly  f lew around my face  sounded l ike  
my grandfather ' s  chain  saw when i t  s t ra ins  to  cut  a  sol id  h ickory  t ree .  
When a  night  i s  quie t ,  l i t t le  noises  a re  magnif ied  in to  g iants  of  sound .,  
Suddenly  a l l  sound s topped -  a  deathly  s i lence  came over  the  tent  
where  I l ay .  Mois tness  f i l led  the  a i r ;  then,  as  i f  f rom no where ,  I  
heard  a  t iny  thud,  I t  sounded l ike  a  dr ip  f rom a  leaky ce i l ing  when i t  
sp la t ters  on the  f loor .  Then there  were  two dr ips ,  then a  dozen,  then 
a  thousand.  Soon,  a  cont inual  thumpty- thumpty- thump was  dr iv ing the  
s ides  of  the  tent  in  upon me.  Al l  a t  once  the  thunder  came,  as  i f  
someone had c lashed cymbols  r ight  outs ide  the  tent  and opened them 
toward my ears .  Then ra in  came wi th  a  fury  one  never  exper iences  in  
the  sanctuary  of  a  house .  I t  poured in  sheets  so  fur ious  tha t  1 was  cer­
tain the tent would collapse. It sounded like a giant was standing a-
bove me,  lashing the  tent  wi th  a  thousand cord  whip;  he  kept  a  perfec t  
rhythm.  As suddenly  as  the  ra in  had come,  i t  s topped;  and soon the  
band of  c r ickets  began to  play  once  more .  
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